The final confession 


We meet again, my snoopy friend. 


It is me, The Wicked. 


| don't know if you have figured that out already, but there are no three suspects of the 
murder. Only one. 


Here is the thing... | am the murderer. 

So is Fannette. And so is Stephanie. 

Because we are all the same person. 

| met Jerome when we were kids and we would spend the day painting at the park, near the 
same river where he was found. At that time he was sooo obsessed with me! He would 
follow me everywhere. 


Actually, Jerome was the one that came up with my artistic name, Fanette. 


You see, | was a very lonely child, neglected by my parents, and did nothing but to hold on to 
my dream of being a famous painter. So, naturally, | got attached to Jerome as well. 


We grew up, became adults, his obsession and my attachment turned into a mature love. 
And, yes, eventually we got married. 


But that sweet, caring boy became a man. And men want to have nurturing, subservient, 
fertile wives. A successful artist? Even more successful than him? That can't even have kids? 
That could not be. 


So yes, | became the housewife he always wanted, while trying to hold a job as an art 
teacher at a local school. Being around children to compensate for my inability to have one 
myself, | guess. 


In addition to getting those seductive eyes from male coworkers and parents. So good, so 
validating... But it was just for fun, don't worry. 


God, | hated Jerome! Hated him for making me into this pitiful version of myself! | would 
often stare at my Black Water Lilies (and | still do) and wonder what kind of life | could have 
had... 


My last straw was when | found out that he was cheating on me. 


After stripping me away from my youth, my talent and my glow... he decided that | was not 
enough for him? Because | became "boring" and could not conceive? No. Hell no! 


When | was still Stephanie, | decided that it was time for him to go. A blow to the head, and 
a knife to the chest, and he was gone. It was that easy... 


And no one ever found out, until now. 

But please, | am already too old and tired. 

The whole taking a break from school to find myself was just a naive dream that didn't last 
for long. Soon the bills got bigger, the money got shorter, and there was no more inheritance 
left. | came from a poor family, had no connections, and no way to break through the 


painting scene... 


So | went back to school. At least | was finally a full-time teacher, hah. Kept studying, got 
some academic degrees, and | taught art until | retired a couple of decades ago. 


There is nothing left for me, except my lilies. | told you | didn't steal the lilies, and Jerome's 
death had nothing to do with it. Well, maybe a little... 


Why don't you just leave me and my painting alone? | am sure Serenac will agree with it. 


Off you go now. Thank you. 


